The Magic Qity

AN ESSAY FOR THE LITTLE ONES

IT was one of those fat, shiny, expensive American
magazines that you sometimes find in hotel lounges,
marking the trail of the American tourist here. Its
special subjects appeared to be travel and geography,
It offered me a little travel too, for the moment I
opened its vast and sumptuous advertisement section
I was wandering in a foreign land, "A Loving Thought
for Mother," one page began, and then gradually in-
troduced the topic of Whitman's Sampler chocolates.
"The Amber East is calling," cried another page.
"Answer the lure of the great bronze image with eyes
of gold." It was suggested too that I should bring the
family to Minnesota, where apparently game fish
await the swish of my line. I caught sight of six very
tense-looking gentlemen, ready, it seemed, to spring
at one another's throats at any moment, and under-
neath this tableau I read, "Planning high-speed busi-
ness." I was warned against dull, discoloured teeth,
asked to safeguard baby's health, and told definitely
not to experiment with Oil Heat but to take the advice
of more than 80,000 owners of William's Oil-0-Matic
Heating. "Roads are White Pages of History in Vir-
ginia," another page informed me. And of course there
were pictures of very aristocratic people, apparently
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